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STICKY SITUATION 

Dear Crazy. 

I collect your magazines anil try to gel 
every issue. I bought issue #79, and put a 
tuna label on a cal food can. but my mom 
made sandwiches and gave one to me. Thank 
God I wasn't hungry. 

Paul Pedersen 
Sydned. N O 
C anada 

Dear Editor. 

In your issue #79 Super Special you did 
a spoof of 9 to 5. Well. I have seen ihat movie 
eight times and enjoyed it! Your parody was 
distasteful. I would be embarrassed to say I 
wrote that, much less publish it in my 
magazine. 

A Jane Fonda 
Lily Tomlin and 
Dolly Parton Fan 
Chris Shirley 
Las Vegas, NV. 
Hey. Chris, if we were you, we'd he em¬ 
barrassed Hi say we saw that movie eight 
times, much less write in to a national 
magazine and brag about it. —Ed 

Dear Crazy. 

I did not appreciate what yon did to a 
great movie. I thought it was good but in your 
magazine you give everyone the wrong im¬ 
pression about Dolly. Lily, and Jane. 

Andrea Shields 
San Antonio. TX 

Crazy People. 

In issue #79. your satire of 9 to 5 stunk. 


All the werds (sic) were misspelled (sic). 
Teen Hulk was worse. Aunty Nuke was 
worser (sic). Crazy Looks At A Construction 
Site was awful. The Kinetic Kids were wor¬ 
ses! (sic). Mistake On Mercury was dumb. 
Crazy Crimes and Punishments was dumber. 
Rat wus dumbest. Whack's Museum was dis¬ 
gusting. Bung was disgustingcr (sic). 

Jared Kiel 
San Ramon, CA. 

Dear Irresponsible Editors Sirs Fool, . 

In issue #79. "925" was the stupidest 
thing I've ever read. And your stupid contest 
is only there to 1111 a page. Tccn Hulk is 
stupid, dumb, and doesn't make sense. Any¬ 
body who likes your articles must have some¬ 
thing wrong with (sic). You have some of the 
dumbest artists no names mentioned Mr. Ned 
Sonntug!! and (sic) Mr. Stephen Mellor! Why 
must you people insist on selling such you- 
know-what stuff. Is something really wrong 
with you guys? 

Many Moore 
Philadelphia. MS. 

Similuu sentiments were assimilated by 
Anthony Aguilat of New York. N. Y.. Brent 
Dreibelbis of State College. Pa.: Chris 
Dickson of Port Moody. B.C.: Darrell 
Blocker of Austin. TX.: David l.egrd ol York 
Harbor. ME.: Heather Cooney of Car¬ 
michael. CA.: Liney Smith of Pahoa. HI.; 
Amy Shaw of Cincinnati!. OH.: Mark McAl¬ 
lister of Omaha. NT:.: I) Burg of Traverse 


MAGNUM FARCE 

Dear Crazy. 

In your Super Special #79. I loved your 
satire of Magnum PI.. "Mnkenumb, 
P ha ha ha. what a knee-slapper! Al¬ 
though I must admit the Loony Labels were a 
waste of time and money. Mostly money. 

Your not-very-faithful Reader, 
Kim Mizen 
Wilmette, IL. 


Dear Crazy. 

I read issue #79. and loved "925"! I 
couldn't stop laughing at "Mukenumh, 
P.U. ". Also, my Dad. Binky Snotslinger, 
wrote to you and asked for some Earth 
clothes. Can you send me some too? 

Binky Snotslinger Jr. 

Chlorfax. Jupiter 


To The Sick Staff of Crazy, 

I pity you morons. I really do. 

Paul Coutrc 
Irvine, CA. 











OBNOXIO’S ABUSE COLUMN 



SUPER STUFF 

Dear Crazy. 

I'm just writing to congratulate you on 
Crazy #79.1 used to think the stuff you gave 
away in your Super Specials were cheap com¬ 
pared to Mad, hut foronce you made the com¬ 
petition look cheap. Your "How To Profit 
From The Coming Nuclear Holocaust" by 
Steve Skeates was hilarious, as were your 
Loony Labels. Good job. 

I even enjoyed Teen Hulk, although I 
still think you should drop that. Aunty Nuke. 
and Onboxio\ Fun Pages. I think every issue 
should have a cartoon on the inside front 
cover done by Jack Sparling, because those 
cartoons are hilarious Also. I'm gonna keep 
bugging you until you produce those Ohnoxio 
T-shirts you promised in issue #76. Don't 
cverdrop Obnoxio from this mag. or you'll be 
sorry. I really like his Abuse Column, but I 
can't stand his Fun Pages. I also want to sec 
more Crazy commercials on your back cover 
like "Nine Lies" and " Mostesl Hinkies'. 

David Coates 
Lewisburg. PA. 

Thanks for your thoughtful, entertaining 
letter, Dave. Your check is in the mail. — Ed. 

Crazy, 

If you guys really know Teen Hulk, tell 
me what it's like living with him. I have a lit¬ 
tle sister who looks just like him. 

Tanya Taylor 
Oakland. CA. 

Dear Alan Kupperberg, 

Youre Isic) blatcnt (sic) attempt at 
humor is not neaded (sir) nor wonted Isic). ol 
coures (sic) you no (sic) of what I speak youre 
(sic) cute little proutotype (sic) of Obnoxio at 
the bottom right hand corner of the third 
frame on page 15 of the Avengers july (sic) 
1981 number 209 the RESURRECTION 
Stone. I was not even a little bet (sicI funny. I 
yused (sic) to read Crazy until OBNOXIO 
shoude (sic), up. plea/ (sic) don t make me 
repeat the trend. 

An Avengers Fan 

IVe didn't make it up. Honest. No 
foolin! — Ed. 



ORANGE WHO...? 

Dear Crazy. 

I loved your magazine until my cousin 
bought your latest issue with the winners to 
the Knock-Knock contest in it. My joke was: 
"Knock-Knock" "Who’s There?" "Tarzan 1 " 
"Tarzan Who?" "Tarzan Stripes Forever!" It 
was selected a runner-up, but somebody 
else's name was given. I don't think that's 
fair. 

Kara Gagnier 
Aubom, N.J. 

We sympathize with you. Kara, and 
with all the other contest entrants who's sub¬ 
mission was not chosen, however, it's impor¬ 
tant to remember that not only is the best joke 
the one submitted, but the version of the joke 
with the earliest postmark. So. although you 
submitted a "...Tarzan" joke, the winner was 
the one we received first. — Ed. 


PROPHET OF THE 80 s 

Dear Cra/.y, 

I loved your issue #79; it was excellent. 
After I read all your wonderful stories and 
comics. 1 read the letters people write you. 
Well, there was this one that really made me 
mad. so I decided to write I'm talking about 
the Olivia Fan who calls himself "Messiah", 
and says to other readers Crazy will be des¬ 
troyed. Well. I've got news forhim. her. it!!! 
For every handful of Crazy readers who dis¬ 
like the magazine there are thousands like me 
who love it and we'll keep on buying the 
magazine, and we ll keep on loving it. U s 
people like you, the so-called "Messiah" that 
want to destroy the things that we Crazy fans 
read and enjoy. You know. Mr Messiah, you 
just proved how hard up people like you really 
are. The Crazy Fan Club loves Crazy- 
Magazine, and it will last forever. And, even 
if you do destroy it (which I seriously doubt), 
it will still be a legend. 



Hey wimp, 

You gotta be the wimpiest clown I've 
ever seen! You look like some kind of fairy 
in that clown suit, and I’ve seen dead 
snails with more personality than you. 
Your face looks like a subway ran over it, 
or maybe it got caught in a veg-a-matic or 
something. 

Does your mother still chew 
tabacco? Did she get any more tatooos? 
Is she ever gonna shave her legs? Did 
she stop molesting animals? Why don’t 
you answer my letter and tell me about 
your poor old mother, okay? You can 
write, can t ya? Did they teach you to write 
in reform school? Start thinking, clown. 

Paul Mezzetta 
South City, CA. 
P.S.: Tell your mother to shave her hairy 
armpits! 

"Mezzetta", huh? Tell me sumthin’; is 
that yer real name, or th' one yer dad 
made up after ya snuck in over the bor¬ 
der? I mean, don’t get me wrong, I 
don't hate foreigners... most of ’em are 
okay... but I really get ticked when 
some two-bit enchilada writes in insul¬ 
tin’ my dear old mom. I would never 
stoop so low ast'say somethin' like... 
oh... yer mom dances around a big hat 
for a livin’, or, she has yet to learn th' 
true value of toilet tissue, or she has 
wooden teeth, or she's bald, or some¬ 
thin’. And, as long as I’m in charge of 
this column, you'll never read stuff like 
“Yer mom has teeth on her neck an' 
gets dizzy when she chews", or "Yer 
mom works in a freak show". —O.T.C. 

Address all hate mail to: "Obnoxio 's 
Abuse Column", c/o the address below (and if 
you send us your pic lure, he’ll make fun of 
lhat dm!). —fed. 

Warning: Sending letter* tothli column indicates the eon 
dor's willingness ts be abused. Publicly Where all the sen- 
dote s friends and relatives can see. Right here. And II you 
don't Include your name and address, we won't even open 
the stupid thing. Nope. Won't even consider opening II, 
either. So there. 


Betty Fiorillo 
Virginia Beach. VA 
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Sigh! Something tells me it's just gonna be one of those days. 








Warn 
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Woof! That was some fight 
...three men dead, the 
tfcnative bearers gone, me 
almost getting killed— 
and all for this prize! Yes... 
the prize! 


Lemme 
tell you, 
that was 
one tough 

carnival 

game! 


Thats right, Hoboken Smith... 

that's why I let you play the 
ancient Indian ring-toss in the 
temple so that I could steal the 

golden kewpie! 


Gasp! My old foe 
and arch-rival, 

Bellyaque! 


Smith's escaping! Quick—there's an extra five bananas 
in it for you if we catch him before mid-night! C'mon, guys . 
ook ook akaoooh bollah woopie! 


Heh, heh... 
well. I'll 
just be 
moseying 
along...! 
Taxi! 


Don't ask me. 

I ain't been 
able to unner- 
stan' this dude 
since we 
started! 


Lookit, you 
guys...ooga 
booga 
huggy woo- 
woo nyuk 
nyuk nyuk! 


What’s 

he 

sayin'? 


Did you get it, Hoboken 
... did you get the golden 
kewpie?! 


Naw—but I saved 
you half of my 

cotton candy! 


Hiya, Professor! I’m finally 
home from the Peruvian 
jungles. Wotta trip... wait'll I 
get my pictures back from the 
drugstore and show you! 


someone 
wanf to 
pay the 
man...? 

























As you know, 
we re scheduled 
to go to war with 
the Nazis in five 
years and... 


Smith, your 
government 
needs your help 
in a matter of vital 
interest to nation¬ 
al security! 


Silly me... how could 
I forget? This is « 
1936, isn’t it! My 
watch must be slow. 


Don't try to 
kid me, fella 
-there ain’t 
no such 
thing! 


We re Mili¬ 
tary intel¬ 
ligence, 

Smith! 


What...?! Why didn't 
you say so? Taxi! 


That's why you've got to help... if the Nazis find the 
fabled Lost Argh before we do, it would simply ruin 
the war for everybody! 


There're big bucks in it for you 


But I must warn you... 
you'd be risking your life 
if you go to Nepal on this 
mission! 


Well, since you 
put it that way... 
no way, Jose! 


It's great to be back in the exotic East. Ahhh. 
there's my old flame, Morion Surewood, 
daughter of my favorite ol' teacher! 


At’s right, baby! Hows about 
plantin' one right here on the 
ol' lipperooneeos? 


Hoboken. 

here? 
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W**, 


See if you’re tough enough to 
take... this! Hee hee hee hee! 
Oooooh- I'm so nasty! 


Eeek! Giggle! 
Stop... gasp... 
tee-hee... 


Zo, Miss Surewood-- you refuse to 
fgl I me where your father hid the only 
clue to the Lost Argh, huh? We will 
soon change that... 


Go suck an egg 
fella. I'm tough, 
y'know! 


Ha! Got’cha, you evil Nazi persons! Take that... 

that... and try one'a these... and this 


You're safe now, Morion. I 
drove off the Nazis and saved 
the clue to the Lost Argh! 


Safe like this I 
don't need, 
Hoboken! 


Ouch! 


Yikes! 


Sally-- this is it- the Lost Argh 
is buried under this very spot! 


Not half as bad as these silly dresses! I think 
I'd look a lot better in something strapless! 


Gee, that's 
incredible, 
Hoboken! 
How'd you 
figure that 


By that little sign in 
the sand that says, 
"The Lost Argh is 
buried under this 
very spot!' 




























Okay. I'm gonna tie this rope 
around my waist and lower my 
self into the buried tomb. 

















Yes, Morion—'tis I, your 
hero—and mine— me! 

I Knew you loved me, 

babe! 


Not you, dum-dum... 
the gold! I just love 
gold all to pieces! 
Oooonh! 


But don’t you think that 
dress is a bit much? You'd 
look much better in some¬ 
thing strapless! 


Gasp! 1-1 
don't believe 


Good work, 
Smith. 
You saved 
the world. 


Ja, Im looking for a birdie in a cage, about zo 
big,und all gold... 


Boy- is she 
fickle! So what're 
you guys gonna 
do with the Lost 
Argh now? 


That’s good, 
’cause... Hey! 
You're ten bucks 

short! 


Don’t worry. 
It's going 
someplace 
quite safe! 
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At last- the Lost Argh 
bejongs to the Reich! 
Ana with it, we shall rule 
the world! 


Sure- 
but what’d 
you feed 

it? 

—. r- 


J 

Doodedo 

dedoodedo! 
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SNOW JOB Part 1 
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' THEY'RE ALWAYS ' 

ugly wostupip- 

LOON/NG-tK^D 
THEY JUST SIT / 
. THERE IN THE / 


'I KNOW 
JUST WHAT 
TO CO/ 
C'MON... 


Due TO A PROLONGED EXPOSURE TO A DEMENTED DENTIST'S GAMMA RAY CAVITY DECODER , CRAVEN /VE/RD 
CHESTER WEEMS FINDS HIMSELF IN MOMENTS OF DIRE HUMILIATION,TRANSFORMED INTO A TUNDRA TOPPED 
TITAN KNOWN AS... _____u—ir^v—i _ _ 


/)!ZT: Bag- 


/ YEAH, NOW 1W£ 
±7 CAN SEE ALL TH' 
I GREAT STUFF 
k \ WE'KE. SE.TTIN' 
,S\pOK CHRISTMAS: 


7 e>EE, 0 CO 0 Y, w&ve t 

been following 
CHESTER FOR AN HOUR 
ANP HE COESN'T 
SuSPE^T A THING' , 


y'KNDw HOW TLHATE GBTTlN'SOCFS 
POX CHRISTMAS? THAT'S THE tUONPTRST 
THING ANYBODY COULD SIV/E A SUV/ 








CHRISTMAS PAV-.. 


















































That's Patty Schmansen, 

the class weirdo! 


Come on, Gloria! Whatsa 
matter with you? This is 
the classiest joint 
in town! • 


Looks like it runs 
in the family! 


Oh no, it's 

theSchmansens! 


Whatta show! 


Uh. sir, you can't 
park your car on the 
lawn there- sir? Sir! 


Thanks dad, I... uh. 
suddenly \ feel sick 

Quick. Ronnie 1 
Head for Ihe car' 


was hoping I'd never 
see this place again! 


Hello, Miss Hansen! How are you 
this evening? Please step this 
way. Rocky's expecting you! 


I don't know, 
but he's choice 


Whotta fox! 


Thanks, sugar. 
Come on, Ryan, 
let's get partyin' 


Lead the way 
my lovely! 


THE HIGH FLYING FANTASY... 


...AND THE LOW LIFE REALITY 


Writer & Artist: Mary Wilshire 

























Writer and Artist: 
Michael Carlin 
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What’s purple and swings 
from trees?” 

Tarzan of the Grapes!” 

“What’s purple and lives at 
the bottom of the ocean?” 
“Moby Grape!” 





Okay gang, it's time to get moving with another Crazy Contest, where some lucky reader out there will win himself/horself/itself a 
free 1 -year subscription to Crazy, the magazine that dares to make fun of death, insult entire groups of overweight people, incur the 
wrath of the P.T.A., the F.B.I., and Steve Skoates’ Mom, and, best of all, gets away with it!! Hero's what you've got to do: To enter: 
send a postcard [only postcards! Letters are not accepted) If you'd stop skimming over the rules and actually read what's hero, you 
might win something, fella. Any letters addressed to this contest will be converted to F-1 fighters and tost-flown over Madison 
Avenue. Believe it, Jack) with the funniest “Grape'' joke you can think of to “Crazy Contest #7” do Marvel Comics Group, 575 
Madison Ave. New York, N.Y. 10022. All entries must be received by January 8, 1982. Contest will bo judged by our editors, and 
their decisions are final. Runner-ups will receive the nefarious Man/el No-Prizo, and run the risk of actually having their so-so-hoo- 
hah’s printed within these pages. All entries become the property of Marvel Comics, and this contest is void where prohibited, taxed, 
or rogulatod. Results of Crazy Contest #7 will appoar in Crazy #86, on sale in March. 


CONTEST #4 WINNERS! 


Grand Prize Winner: 

“How many punk rockers does it take 
to screw in a lightbulb?" 

"2 ! One to screw it in and one to break 
off the light switch!" 

A free 1-year subscription to: 

Troy Waters 
Pensacola, FL. 

Royal Runner-Ups : 

“How many Obnoxio’s does it take to 
screw in a lightbulb?” 

“500! 1 to screw in the light bulb and 
499 to make fun of him!” 

Jim Renner 
St. Marys, W. VA. 

"How many Iranians does it take to 
screw in a light bulb?" 

"2! One to put the new bulb in and one 
to take the old bulb hostage!" 

David Sohinki 
Troy, N.Y. 

"How many members of Alice 
Cooper's band does it take to screw in 
a lightbulb? 

“Two. One to screw in the bulb, and 
one to kick the chair out from under 
him while he does it!" 

Tony Coker 
San Ramon, CA. 


“How can you tell when a light bulb's 
in love?" 

“When it starts winking at you!" 

Tanya Wilson 
Brohman, Ml. 

“How do you turn on a lightbulb?" 
“Ask it fora date!" 

Peter Grassotti 
Brooklyn, N.Y. 

"How many morons does it take to 
change a lightbulb?" 

"Four, One foreman, one shop stew¬ 
ard, one supervisor, and one 
worker... union rules.” 

S. Tocci 
Midlothian, IL. 


"How many laid-back Californians 
does it take to screw in a lightbulb?" 
“5! One to screw it in, and four to 
share the experience.” 

Lenora Goode 
Atlanta, GA. 

"How many tough New Yorkers does 
it take to screw in a light bulb?" 

"None of yer business, mack!" 

Jack Sheppard 
Oxford, TN. 


"How many feminists does it take to 
screw in a lightbulb?" 

“...That's not funny!!!” 

Sheila Liburd 
New York, N.Y. 


Disqualified Entrants : 

These folks might've won if their sub¬ 
missions had been on postcards: 

"What did one light bulb say to the 
other light bulb?" 

“Sock it to me!” 

Jonathan Akers 
Vallejo, CA. 


"How many Draculas does it take to 
screw in a lightbulb?" 

"None. He likes it in the dark." 

Bill Lats 
Lake Hopatco, N.J. 


“How many Crazy editors does it take 
to screw in a lightbulb?” 

“Two! One to put it in, and the other to 
make up a stupid contest about it!" 

Keenan Kochiss 
Dallas, TX. 
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Times change. The old gives way to the new. And what’s 
been new around here lately is a way of life with a safety pin 
through its cheek, a bizarre cultural upheaval referred to as 
“the new wave.’’ So, without further ado, here area few— 


Cljristmag Carols! 

Writer: Steve Skeates Artist: Gary Kwapisz 
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GIFT GIVING 

(to the tune of “It Came 

Upon a Midnight Clear ') 

It came front out of 
a jealous fear. 

That glorious gift 
you gave. 

From ankle socks to 
fishing gear. 

Of nothing else can 
I rave. 

“How dare you. Fred'.’” 
you said to me 

And cut me right down 
to size. 

I hardly even got 
close to her. 

Still you gave me two 
black eyes 
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WRECK THE MALLS 

\ do ihe nine of "Deck The Halls") 

Wreck ihe malls with wreaths and holly! 

(Isn't it a mess the merchants make?) 

Get some drunk and dress him jolly! 
(Everything you see is such a fake!) 

^ Raise the price on every item! 

(Oh Lord how I hate this Christmas blight!) 
Get some bombs and let me light 'em 
(So I can blow this mess out of sight!) 
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NIGHT VISITOR 

(to the tune of "God Rest You Merry. Gentlemen") 
Arrest this scarey gentleman. 

And fear not what he'll say. iifS 

You know you must enforce the law .liH 

Even on Christmas day. 

So save us all from Santa Claus; 

He broke in yesterday. 

Really smelling of Comfort and wine. . 1 

Southern and dry, j 

Oh so smelly from Comfort and wine. 0 
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VIOLENT 

NIGHT 

(to the tunc of 

"Silent Night") 

Violent night, 
almost light! 

All is calm, since 
the fight. 

'Round the comer, 
still feeling wild, 

Smoking cigarettes 
tender und mild. 

We. the victors, 
are bored. 

We, the victors, 
are bored. 
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CALIFORNIA CHRISTMAS 

(to the tunc of “Hark! The Herald 
Angles Sing") 

"Shark!" my frightened family 
screams. 

Look! A fin is on the scene. 
Christmas where the weather's 
mild 

Now turns into something wild. 
Screams galore are all around. 
Hear as well a crunching sound. 
Christmas dinner with a twist. 

But who cares? They won't be 
missed. 

As for gifts up on my shelf. 

I'll just keep 'em for myself! 




n: 



MRS. CLAUS' LAMENT 

(to the tune of "Good King Wenceslas") 

All right, you big creep, get out 
Or I II pound you face in! 

Go have your fun somewhere else: 

Ruin my reputation! 

Take your reindeer and make tracks: 

Visit other women! 

But don't you try cornin' back. 

’Cause I'm through forgivin'! 



END OK THE WORLD 

(to the tune of "Joy To 
The World") 

End of the world! 

The bomb has come! 

Let Earth receive its due! 
Let every single reprobate 
Disintegrate, evaporate! 
And buildings crumble loo 
All over me and you; 

All o-ver 
All o-ver 
My p-arents too! 
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Across the macroverse, the mutant minions of eco-evil cower in their artificially-sweetened 
shadows from this aproned avenger and her side-kicks, Evita and Elmo. Faster than a frog in » 
a blender... Stonger than dirt... Able to eat more wheat germ than you can imagine... it’s... 

AUNTYf IMUKE 

Writer: Susan Bissett Artist: Steve Smallwood 



See I told ya! It's better ta 
spend our daze watching T.V. than 
running ’round that carnal festival! 


Yeah! Ya only get sad if 
you think... an’ T.V. 
keeps ya from thinking! 


Aha! I thought I smelled a warm 
cathode ray tube back here! 


Well if real life was on 
TV I wouldn't watch it! 
I wish TV life was 

real! 


You should go out and 
live your life instead 

ol wasting away in a 

dead-end alley! 


You wouldn't 
want it to be real, 
my little vacuous 
video viewer! 


It's Elmo's 
set! He 

made me 

watch it! 


I'm only 
holding it 
for a friend! 
























































This is 
the longest 
line I've 
ever had 
to wait on! 


And all you 
have to buy 
is that Christ¬ 
mas ham? 


What Christmas 
ham? I'm still 
waiting to buy 
this Thanksgiving 
T urkev! 



No, we just wrote 
much higher prices 
on top and crossed 
them out! Gets 'em 
every time! 



Come on, don't be 
such a baby. When you 
get older, you'll know 
there's no such thing 
as Santa Claus! 


Oh yeah? 

Well, 
who told 
you? 


'An I wanna Gl 
Shmoo Doll and 
a Rocket Racer 
set an' two toy 
trucks, and... 


Billy, knock it off! 

I want you to name one 
gift, and I promise 
I'll get it for you! 


Okay, I want 
a $300 gift 
certificate 
to this toy 
store! 




I don't mind giving 
to charities at 
Christmas time, but 
this is getting 
ridiculous!' 


For the 

money it costs 
to collect 
money for 
charities! 






















Artist: Ned Sonntag 


What would 
you like for 
Christmas, 
little boy? 


I d like to know how you 
expect us to believe that 
there are fifteen Santas 
in this store alone! 



These electronic games are 
the biggest seller this year. 


Oh yeah? What's the 
second biggest seller? 
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THERE OUGHT TO 8E A LAIMGAINJT THESE GUK, BUT UNTIL THERE 1% HERE COME 



HI GANG! BR/SBAINE ANPTHE BOSS HERE.’ 
VEPMAR’S COOKIN'US UP A LITTLE GRUB SO WHY 
DON'T YOU PULL UP A BARF BAG ANP JOIN US! 

JUST FOLLOW THE DIRECTIONS YONDER 
| ANP GET SET FOR A CATALYZED 
CARTOON CASSEROLE ’COS WE’RE... 


LAY MAGAZINE ON A 
FLAT SURFACE 
ANP FLIP PAGE”A” 
UP ANP DOWN OVER 
PAGE "B." OBSERVE 
























THE TWO-FISTED FANTASY... 



gSgjj I rmUMinn™; 


"im.llUrull. 
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I've brought your favorite drink, Darling. 

Is there anything else I can do for 
you? Rub your back? Clean your hat? 
Give you money? Crawl through snakes? 


You can get the heck 
away from me. You're 
spoiling my view. 


...AND THE PAMPERED REALITY 



■hp 


Junior. I’ve brought you some 
anti-dandruff shampoo and 
your favorite Snoopy 
towel. Can I wash your back? 
Squeeze some pimples? 

Put your father's hat away 
before he comes home and kills you? 


Ma, can't a guy have any 
privacy in this house? 
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Writer & Artist: Gary Hallgren 
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BSBSsiflB 


Do YOU think you’re SAFE? Just because everybody keeps telling you you’re going to 
"GROW UP someday? You just never know when the Fickle Finger of Fate will decide to 
GOOSH YOU LIKE A BUG! Read faster! You may never get a chance to finish... 


A When planning interstellar trips, You sweat and slave and plan and scheme 

An Icebox makes a nifty ship, To build a glowing future dream; 

But missions often are ill-fated, A better world for all of us, 

The astronauts ASPHYXIATED. Then get run over by a BUS. 
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She was her parents' pride and joy, 
The darling of the little boys. 

A pity that the precious waif 

Was CRUSHED beneath a falling safe 


Witnesses alert the cops, 

To pick you up, they need two mops. 
"Boy, whatta mess," the medics say. 
That's when they tag you D.O.A. 



While picnicking one sunny day, 

With lady Blanche In early May, 

For reasons that were never noted, 
Boom! like that, she just EXPLODED! 




We’ve felt the urge, since time began, 
To stick our fingers in the FAN. 
Beware this most perverse of vices, 
That eats you up in little slices. 






The passengers foresaw the crash, 
And for the exits made a dash, 

So all escaped, except for one, 
Stuck to his seat by wads of GUM. 


“You’ve got to save me, doc!” he begged. 
They tried to amputate his leg, 

To no avail. They told his kin 
A fatal HANGNAIL did him in. 


























Uncle Louie's out again. A Nell was carried off by Geeks, 

He’s on parole from Federal Pen... jl I And much abused by Circus Freaks. 

He'll tell you he’s reformed, no doubt, To finally end her sordid story, 

But if he KISSES you, watch out! She fell into a LAVATORY. 


We pray forgiveness tor the fool 
Who tried to burn down Sunday School: 
“Have mercy on the lad benighted, 

Who played with fire and got IGNITED." 


The In-Laws tolerated Pop, 

They all admired his basement shop, 

Until one of his little nieces 

Got JIGSAWED in a thousand pieces. 




Fighting evil near and faraways, 
He was the hero of the starways. 
Our brave defender, now no more, 
Was flattened by a METEOR. 




She'd go on till her face turned blue, 

With all the things that he should do, 

Until, when stopping to draw breath, 

She found she'd NAGGED the guy to death. 


35 

























O The hour was late, the wine was strong. 
The Chairman's speech was overlong. 
The dinner guests lay down and died, 
By total boredom OSSIFIED. 


P The hair stands up, the body shakes, 

The fingers twist like groups of snakes, 
And other symptoms still more vague, 
Denote the victim of the PLAGUE. 



Here lies the frisky little mite, 

Who, looking neither left nor right, 
But blinkly rushing on ahead, 

Was trampled by a QUADRUPED. 



R Dad would quarrel and complain, 

When Mom made meatloaf yet again, 
Till she threw in half a cup 
Of RAT POISON to spice it up. 



S Her pail and shovel held up high. Todd was never very bright, 

She gave a little, strangled cry. But now he glows like Northern Lights. 

We helplessly stood on the bank, H He coruscates spasmodically 

As in the SANDBOX Sophie sank. V From sitting near the new T.V. 
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Mildred's mug would stop a clock. 
They say that guys would turn to rock, 
From simply gandering her face... 

Of UGLINESS, a fatal case. 


V 


In a suburban home serene, 

While helping Mommy dust and clean, 
The tot let out a keening thin, 

Before the VACUUM sucked her in. 



W A pickle lover, name of Farrell, 

Ate them by the bushel barrel, 

Until, according to reports, 

His body was consumed by WARTS. 


X Life at the office was pure hell. 

The Boss would scream and rant and yell, 
Until they grabbed him from behind, 

And XEROXED him a thousand times. 



Y He made it go around in whirls, 

In loop-de-loops and swoops and swirls, 
Until the string somehow got tangled. 
And by his YO-YO he was strangled. 


2 An acrobat of great renown, 

His fame had spread from town to town. 
The world adored the Great Bandini, 

Till he slipped on a ZUCCHINI. 
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With gas prices going sky high, experts claim some filling stations will have to provide additional, 
types of services to drivers in order to attract customers. Some gas stations already double as" 
grocery stores and diners, however, in the near future we may see other crazy... 



Writer: Michael Pellowski 
Artist: Arnoldo Franchione 


The beauty shop'fiiling station is sure to be a smash with 
women drivers. - 

Fill the tank. Desmond, and check 
my hair style and mud pack. 


The combination filling station,fitness spa will give 
customers a run for their money. 


Keep jogging around 
the car until the 
tank is filled. 




Some stations may provide 
singers and comics to entertain 
customers while they gas up. 

A .imxi— ■ 

< Nice wheels ya got there, pal! 

" What do you get when you drive it 
a through a car wash? Lemonade? 
Yukl Yuk! 


Other stations may take a hint 
from Las Vegas and attract 
customers with games of chance. 

We have Black Jack at the regular 
pump. Roulette at the hi-test, and s 
slot machines in the rest rooms, r 


And naturally, men will line up to charge 
their batteries at a gas-a-go-go! 













PICK A 
TATOfli 


In addition to groceries, some gas stations will start selling 
doming items. 


The filling ;fortune-telling station may also have a future. 

I see a tall man with grease under his fingernails 
who brings bad news! 


We have a special on lingerie 
today. Would you like to step into 
the garage and try some on? 


Hey bud, I hate to tell you this 
but your generator is shot! 


Before long, gas stations may 
even offer medical services like 
pumpslde dental work... 


and physical check-ups. 


as well as roadside psychiatry 


Your valves are in 
bad shape. You 
should avoid 
sudden shocks. 


Lie down on tho back seat and tell 
me why you hate Arabs. 


He'll flush your radiator while 
I floss your teeth! 


Okay, then don't 
tell me how 
much it cost to 
fill my tank. 


And the pizza parlor statidn will gas up both cars and drivers 


And who knows? The combination filling station/tattoo 
parlor may be popular in some areas. 


Fill 'er up and give me a 
triple pepperoni logo. 


That's nothing... wait 
until you see how I 
stick you for gas! 
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CLOWN 


Maybe someday I'll 
have ya t’be th' artist of 
Obnoxio’s Fun Pages, 
but first ya gotta prove 
yer a patient artist, so 
sharpen yer talents 


EASY ST m 


Mr Smith didn't pay last month's alimony to his ex-wife n kids, an' th' authorities are on his tail. If Mr. Smith makes it 
to th Mexican border, he’s free an’ clear. Your task is t’see that he gets there safely. 


Safe 

Hideout 


NeXT ISH I't-L 
[_£ARN yA TA 
PRAVW A 

chaim verreK! 





















more dangerous t'travel by plane, train, or car, I want ya 
t'consider several... 


Ships That Sprung 

A | |> SOLUTION: Fill in th missin loti 

below th distressed vessel. If ya n 

hnlrt nn tn th’ lihraru hut nlav it s 


Your 

guess 


v^W/.wiVr. 


Bored? Radio broken? Don't drag yer feet, just follow these steps and 
_ set yer toes t'tappin! 


ARE 

ALIVE 


Affix the above items to 


ten belbw 


items and prance yer way inta posterity 


pf'r m 


wmWWMmmm' 


Mam 


PRAWINtS 


v/m. 


IMAGINE WHAT MV 
LEAST FAVORITE , 
R|C L0CKBP LI KB! 


What angry expression does this illustration 
suggest?_ 


All ya need 
are some 
pop bottle 


...yer trusty 
old key 
chain... 


...and yer 
own ten tiny 
terrific 
toesies. 


--WITH TH' 
SOUND , 

o' music! 


If vnu n ver amiaos have been arauin about whether it's 


auiew ‘omein ‘eiueusm SNV 


..peiAl Buiddiy,, :j9msuv 


"This Is /Tig Favorite Picture Of The Month! 

- obmoxio the clown . \ 


It's from *' 
Danny Golden 
of San Diego, 
Cal. Pretty 
slick, eh? 


MENU lookin', 
Til ? *' 

* J t 

a * 

.-✓’■./'A 


OBNOXIO’S QUOTE 
OF THE MONTH: 

“Of course I believe 
in Reincarnation. It 
must take more 
than one lifetime to 
get THIS messed 
up!” 

Swami X 


Don’t let yer doctor throw away those 
tongue depressors which he uses t'poke 
around yer infected tonsils. Get smart 
and hoard them sticks. Then use th’ 
pieces o’ wood t’play a game of... 

TONGUE DEPRESSOR 

TABLE HOCKEY 
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England had the last laughl 
We won the revoloution... but 

they sent us... The Crash! 


Put those two talons together, 
rock fans! It s time for... 


I’m the Dinosaurlc D.J., Behemoth Jack... bringing 
you the sweetest sounds this side of rock and roll heaven 
as they sounded before last-minute revisions! 


*London brawling in a faraway place 

"Blow the suckers to pieces!" hollers Her Grace; 

London brawling with the I.R.A. 

Whose troops score a baby carriage every day 


London brawling— now what makes less sense 
When you starve yourself to death as a means of defense 
Or expending tons of soldiers and arms 
Holding a bunch of potato farms? 

The Irish are railing against the thing they name 
"British oppression "— in a way it seems a shame 
The Nazis never taught them what oppression can mean 
’Cause they’d now be singing "God Save The Queen"! 


"to the tune of 
"London Calling’ 














































Hokey Robinson’s okay for 
someone way over the hill... 



But as for Sheena Weston 

I prefer the ape call 
of her jungle namesake! 


Write and tell us what artists you’d 
like to see on the show, fans! 


And if you could suggest a new host, 
I'd really be obliged! 


"Wake up in the morning — / can barely wait 
'Tilt he leaves, and I can start to vegetate 
When my husband begs me, "Go and get a job!" 

I reply I d rather sit here like a blobl 
My baby takes the morning rail 
His pleas are all to no avail 
I d rather watch my brain get stale 
And be extremely mellow; 

My baby goes to work each day 
It’s boring here, but that's okay 
Another year of this, I'd say 
And I'll have turned to Jello! 

‘to the tune of “Morning Train" 


‘Now if there's amazement on the mugs 

Of the Khomeini congregation 

It's ‘cause they can't believe they stood 

And watched while this nut/ob ruined the nation! 

You’d gather from their faces 

That things are far from aces 

Really they 're black 

There's war with Iraq 

And leftists prepared to attack 

The economy's ready to crack 

Now there's some sad things known to man 

But ain't too much sadder than the peers of a clown 

When the walls tumble down. 


‘to the tune of 
“Tears Of A Clown" 
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There’s a show on T.V. about two rich, jet-set types who take with 
them action, excitement, violence, and Preparation H wherever they go! 
'So when you come across these two, beware! You’re coming across... 

HARM to HARM 

Writer: Murad Gumen Artist: Kent Gamble 



Don’t worry, fair damsel — I, Sir Jinantonic, shall rescue thee! I tell 
you, darling... I still can’t get our trip to “Olde England" out of my mind! 


But that trip was 

three years ago! 


Doorbell, 

boss! 


Thank you, Mucks! If you weren’t 
here to tell me when the doorbell rings. 
I don't know what I'd... WOW! 


I'm 

going 


Woopity-do!! Some 
unknown benefactor 
has sent me a million 
dollars! Yee-haaa! 


But you already have a 
million dollars! What are 
you going to do with this 
money? 


count 

it! 


in 

Hg; 

y | 


ills 




























You're right, Mucks... we 
have to get some adven¬ 
ture in this story some¬ 
how! I'll call my eccen¬ 
tric rich friends! Do you 
have Gomad Adams’ 
number? 


Yeah... 555-6438! 


I won't have any part of phone numbers that begin with 555! All 
the characters on T.V. have phone numbers that begin with 555! 
Those are phoney phone numbers, those 555 phony numbers! 
Let’s go pay them a visit instead! 


After all, we have to kill our 
time somehow! What else 
can a president of a busy 
corporation do? 


Mr. H! The 

brakes! 
The brakes 
don't wolk! 


_LsmTTTTtwmr 


Do you mind 
if I smoke? 


Didja see that? Somebody tried to kill us! Ei¬ 
ther that, or I forgot to step on tha brake pedal! 


I'm here to find out if it was you 
who sent me a million dollars! 


Jinantonic! Good of you 
to drop by. old friend! 




















E5 



Ha ha ha ha! Mor¬ 
tician's old rou¬ 
tine about smok¬ 
ing! Always 

breaks me up! 


Gee, old 
pal, I never 
sent you a 
million dol¬ 
lars! 


Love it! Love 
it! Guess well 
be bopping 
along now, 
Gomad... 


Aren't you go 
ing to say 
good-bye to 

Thing? 


And there's Uncle Fetish 
turning on that light bulb 
for the ten-thousandth time! 
Ha ha ha ha! 


I love it! 
Haha ha 
ha! Love 


BY GEORGE, I'VE AL 
WAYS WANTED TO 
FIND OUT ABOUT 
THING! 


You wuz expectin' 

Jim Arness, mebbe? 


WHAT'S ON YOUR OTH 
ER END. THING? WE’D 
LIKE TO SEE, THING! 


Maybe one of our friends from 
New York City sent us the mil¬ 
lion! Isn't it great to be rich and 
have your own private air¬ 
plane, Jauntier? 


Boy! How many times can the 
storywriters depend on two in¬ 
nocent millionaires gettin' 
tangled up with danger just by 
sheer coincidence?! 


Hey 1 There s my 
moll, Bonnie! I 
warned ya 
against diappea- 
rin', baby! 























Yessir, we give 'em a left, then a right, 
left, right, left, fright, cleft, fight, theft.. 
(pant) ...kite... 


Don't worry, Mucks! We corporate presi 
dents know how to handle bullies like 
these! It’s part of the paperwork! 


Attaboy, 
Mr. H! 


We re Arthurchoke's old friends, the Harms! Are you his new wife? We 
heard he got married and inherited 750 million dollars... 


Can't shake the 
feelin' that someone’s 
tryin' to do you in! 


I wouldn't worry, dar¬ 
ling... you still can 
swat flies pretty well! 


It's down to 26 million! Can you be¬ 
lieve it? The boob has been picking 
names randomly from the phone 
book and making gifts of a million 


Why, there's 

Arthurchoke... 

and it looks like 
he's been choked! 


Couldn't stand to see your money dwindle, so you murdered 
him! I'll hold her, Mucks... you call the police! 


That's not what 
I meant, stupid! 


UNNNHH 


Er... use the phone, Mucks! 
Darling.. don't you think I 
should hold her? 


Pull in your claws, Jauntier! So 
what if I feel up another wom¬ 
an once in a while? 


POLICE! 

POLICE! 
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.Like poison in 
the tood, like! 


But you must 
eat, darling! Why 
don’t you go 
ahead? 


I don't believe I'm 
hungry, dear... I'll 
just watch you eat! 


Ahh... here 
wsjrare back 
home, with 
another 
mystery 
solved! 


Funny how convenient it 
is to get rid ot a rich 
spouse so the other can 
get all the dough! Yep, 
one can do that so easy, 
too... 


Trying to get rid of 
me, eh, witch? What 
do I need you for... 
I'm handsome and 
rich enough for a do¬ 
zen younger, pretti¬ 
er than you! 


Oh yeah? 
Well. I’m 
beautiful 
and rich 
enough for 
two 
dozen... 


I’ll watch 
you first! 
C’mon... do 
it for Mommy! 


YOU EAT 
FIRST... 

(Mmphh)\ 


Off 

the 

mark, 

you 

bozos! 


No, Mucks isn’t the one... although he's loyal only to 
me now. There can be just one devil-may-care mil¬ 
lionaire who spends 100% ot his time courting ac¬ 
tion, excitement, and violence, and you two were 
stepping on my turf! 


Mucks! 

How 

could 

you... 
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Absterge cm, 

You got it, 

Mucks... 

boss! 
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WAKE UP ; BUB! 
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CRAZY SUBSCRIPTION DEPT, 
c/o Marvel Comics Group 
575 Madison Avenue 
New York, N.Y. 10022 


Make checks 
payable to: 
Marvel Comics 
Group 


WHY SHOULD YOU RACE ACROSS TOWN EVERY MONTH TO BUY CRAZY 
FROM SOME CLOWN WHEN YOU CAN HAVE IT DELIVERED TO YOUR HOME 
BY SOME OTHER CLOWN, AND SAVE MONEY AT THE SAME TIME? 

$9.00* buys you 


12 issues (includ¬ 
ing 4 $1 .25 
Super Specials); 
a $3.20 savings 
off our regular 
subscription 
price (not to 
mention the 
wear and tear on 
your sneakers)! 

‘Canada: add $1: Foreign: add $2. 


Dear Concerned Subscriplion Director. 

Here's my $9.00 ($10.00 Canada; $1 1.00 Foreign), send me 
twelve issues of the world's funniest yock mag. I have seen die light 
(it's just behind the park bench, in the middle of the picture). 



NAME 


ADDRESS 


(Please print) 


CITY 


STATE 


(Allow ten weeks for first delivery) 
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WELCOME--DEAR " 
REAPERS TO THE 
FIRST ANNIVERSARY 
INSTALLMENT OF 
MY "PAGE O'STUFF". 
;HICJ 'SCUSE ME... 
NOW I KNOW IT / 
SEEMS LIKE IT'S BEEN L 
LONGER HIC;BU7 I 
ASSURE YOU IT'S 
ONLY gEEN ONE 
YEAR SINCE THEzHICz 
VERY FIRST "PAGE O' 
STUFF". 5HICS I'M 
SORRY FOR THE Hl- 
COUGHS...ONE SODA 
TOO MANY y'KNOW. 





' 74 - J3 


SHAZOOM: 




QUASI-- PO you KNOW 
WHO WAS RINGING THOSE 
SELLS ‘TIL ALL HOURS 
LAST NIGHT? 


WELL-- IF "TONIGHT" AIN'T ON 
TONIGHT; AND "TODAY" WASN'T 
ON TODAY, AND "TOMORROW" 

isn't on 'til. tomorrow; 

THEN TODAY MUST BE SUNDAY 
AND X MISSED "SATURDAY NIGHT " 
ON SATURDAY NIGHT--BOY--IF 
ONLY "FRIDAY'S" WAS CALLED 
"SUNDAY'S" I'D AT LEAST HAVE 
SUMP IN' TA WATCH TONIGHT. 


SMILE/ YOU'RE ON 
CANDID VIVISECTION' 






















Hey, Mr. Mean, want some of my drink? 


No, really, Mr. Mean, 
you can have it... 
honest... please... 


Go away 

kid. 


catch! 


See you around 

Mr. Mean. 


I'll keep the refund on the bottle. They don't 
-» call me Mr. Mean for nothing! 


Gee, thanks Mr. .. GAAAHHH 


Phew...! Gag. 
Cough... Gasp 
...Mr. Meannn. 
Groan... Hack. 
. ArrrgQhhhW! 


Writer A Artist: Dick Codor 














































